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us with a torrent of abuse as she vigor-
ously brandished the long thin blade.
For a moment I was nonplussed : the
situation was so entirely novel! Mad or
sane, the virago evidently meant busi-
ness. There was clearly no getting past
her without a fight; and that was quite
out of the question.
" Shoot her, sahib," said one of the
sowars with me, little troubled with the
polite consideration for the sex which
the obligations of an effete civilisation
imposed upon his British officer. At
that moment, as if by inspiration, a
" happy thought" flashed on my mind.
" Give her gated* (abuse) I said to the
sowar; " and give it her hot and strong,
and plenty of it.'* Instantly grasping the
idea, the grinning sowar opened such a
battery of abuse of the vilest and most
comprehensive nature upon the unfortu-
nate young person and her female rela-
tives to the remotest degree that her
own fire was promptly silenced. Encour-
aged by this success, the sowar redoubled
his efforts; and slung such awful and